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" No," said Soames, and did not miss the relief in his
nephew's countenance.
" Oh ! by the way. Uncle Soamcs do you advise me to
buy P.P.R.S. shares ? "
" On the contrary. Pm going to advise your mother to
sell. Tell her I'm coming in to-morrow."
"Why?    I thought	"
" Never mind my reasons ! " said Sonnies shortly.
" So long, then ! "
Exchanging a chilly hand-shake, he watched his nephew
withdraw.
So long ! An expression, old as the Boer war, that he. had
never got used to—meant nothing so far as he could see !
He entered the reading-room. A number of Connoisseurs
were sitting and standing about, and Soamcs, least clubbable
of men, sought the solitude of an embrasured window. He
sat there polishing the nail of one forefinger against the back
of the other, and chewing the cud of life. After all, what
was the point of anything. There was George ! He had
had an easy life—never done any work! And here was
himself, who had done a lot of work ! And sooner or later
they would bury him too, with a motor hearse probably !
And there was his son-in-law, young Mont, full of talk about
goodness knew what—and that thin-cheeked chap who had
sold him the balloons this afternoon. And old Fontcnoy,
and that waiter over there ; and the out-of-works and tlxe
in-works ; and those chaps in Parliament, and the parsons
in their pulpits—what were they all for ? There was the
old gardener down at Mapledurham pushing his roller over
and over the lawn, week after week, and if he didn't, what
would the lawn be like ? That was life—gardener rolling
lawn ! Put it that there was another life—he didn' t believe
it, but for the sake of argument—that life must be just
the same. Rolling lawn—to keep it lawn ! What point

